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CHAPTER 1 

CAPTIVES 


The dark-skinned semi-naked boy struggled against his bindings as he stumbled along on lands he 
knew he didn’t have any right to be on. He had no choice but to put foot after foot and take the 
slaps and prods rained on him persistently since he’d been taken from his Clan lands. Forced to 
keep up with the noisy throng behind by grown merciless men that laughed mockingly and hit him 
when he stumbled in Iris forced gait, the boy looked dazedly across to a young girl who walked 
beside him. She was likewise bound, forced along and sobbing as she walked, her head and tear- 
streaked face looking only at the ground in front of her. 

Flicking a glance behind and knowing he was likely to get a hard slap for that slight 
disobedience, he saw another two couples - also bound - and tied again to other youth that had 
been caught up in this monstrous bizarre affair. Getting away with it once, young Wana-yabuh 
risked another and saw that the line of people following the captives stretched for some distance 
behind. The hit to the back of his head came hard, fast and unexpectedly, driving him forward 
awkwardly: however the brave young boy had seen enough to know there was nothing ordinary 
about this group of man-hunters. . . 

Strangers ! 

When the men had first jumped him and bound his hands, forcing him to go with them, he 
had glimpsed only a few people with them. But since then, as the hunters brought other captives 
together and begun walking toward the coast, he saw now that there were at least two full Clans 
following: and not one of his own mob in sight! he thought angrily. Glancing to the hard-faced 
warrior beside him, the boy risked trying to get some kind of answer one more time. 

“Where are we going? Why have you broken the Law to take me from my Dreaming lands, 
warrior?” he asked the man closest and received another hard slap to the head with the hard stick 
the man was carrying for speaking again. Wanayabuh stumbled intentionally and as he regained 
his balance, he glanced surreptitiously to the girl walking beside him. She was still weeping and 
stumbling occasionally as she was driven forward. He stumbled again, moving closer to her. 

“Wah! You speak Kabi? Waka? Gureng? Woman?” he spat softly at her - not recognising her 
from his lands - and sick of her sobbing and whining; even though she was obviously younger 
than him and also very scared. The girl surprised him. She didn’t look his way or give any notice 
that he’d spoken at all, before she threw an answer back in his general direction. 

“Kabi - yah!” she spat, at least stopping her crying for a moment to answer. 

Wanayabuh grinned through split lips as he staggered closer to whisper again. 

“Good! Now! Name and Clan eh?” he mumbled, before being pulled roughly away from her 
by the worst of the men around him. Yet another jolt landed between his shoulder blades from 
the hated silent figure behind that pushed him stumbling forward again. But then he was pleasandy 
surprised again: the crying girl discerned his ruse quickly - and suddenly stumbling too - she fell 
toward him as they walked to whisper her response. 

“Panrtira-pache - Badtjala mob, eh?” she told him before she too was dragged unceremoniously 
back into line. Oh! That Island mob eh! Wanayabuh knew, wondering where and how these weird 
strangers had caught her on the mainland, away from her island home? Wanayabuh knew that they 
wouldn’t damage him too much - or they’d have to carry him to wherever they were taking them 
- and he wanted to let the girl know that he knew of her name and her people. He swayed crazily 
toward her again and bravely took the punch from the same silent warrior as he spoke. 

“Ah! Panrtira: a friend - and pache - that island flower mob, eh?” he said as his head almost 
crashed into hers from the force of a punch into the back of his head that caused stars to appear 
behind his eyes. Nevertheless, as he took up his own position again, the boy was rewarded with a 
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quick smile from the girl and, even better, she had stopped her constant sobbing as well. He fell 
toward her again reaching to where he’d been hit and pretending to swoon from the recent punch. 

“Our Clans-people will come and kill these fools soon - don’t worry; friendly flower girl,” he 
told her, before another vicious slap knocked him forward and away from her once more. . . 

Watchers 

At that moment, as he straightened, Wanayabuh’s fine young hunter’s eye caught a slight glimpse 
of movement, just off the track they were following: a little further ahead and higher up, on the 
big set of coastal sand-dunes they would soon pass by. The young boy willfully pushed his eyes 
back down, not wanting to warn his captors about the surreptitious movement ahead. Using just 
his eyebrows and face to ‘chin-lip’, he pointed his young captive companion toward the movement; 
wanting to let her know that they were not alone, that there were others - not part of this mob - 
and obviously watching this large crowd cross their lands. 

The girl, Panrtira-pache he saw - surreptitiously watching her as they were forced along - was 
smart for her age. At first he thought she had missed his signal. She cast her eyes downward and 
only after taking several more forced faltering steps did she sneakily raise them slowly back up 
toward where he’d indicated. Wanayabuh saw another tiny smile cross her lips as she dropped her 
head ground-ward again quickly, and without giving the slightest hint that she’d spotted anything. 

Wanayabuh knew for certain that nothing this big could ever happen anywhere around his 
tribal or clan grounds, without some of his people hearing about it quickly - and whoever was up 
ahead there certainly wasn’t letting this mob know they were there. Thus, as his dad would say: 
“dem-fla against our enemy - bin our friend till bin prove otherwise; eh boy?” he’d told Wanayabuh 
frequently. Now, hope that this awful mistake would all soon be over quickly, rose up sharply in 
his scared young heart and mind. . . 
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CHAPTER 2 

RTAPV RTIK.ARRHA 


From up on the big dune near the coast, the strange procession looked like a funeral procession: 
one where the dead walked to their pyre as far as the watcher, old Djum-bundji could see. As the 
head of the line reached the dune he watched from, he saw that this large group consisted of 
strangers to his lands: the Kubbi-kabi lands of his people’s ancient Dreaming. The wizened old 
man watching from his hide was sorely puzzled. That was all that had kept him from walking down 
and challenging this motley crew of people moving so brazenly across his people’s lands - without 
customary permissions or respect. 

At the moment he was waiting on a warrior’s arrival - and not just any warrior - but a warrior 
from the feared Fethafoot Clan: a Kadaicha clever-man and warrior trained in secret arts and 
magic. A righdy feared and respected Fethafoot a warrior that he, with his all his aged knowledge 
and wisdom trod warily around. Although, he also knew that if he upheld the Dreaming Laws, 
they would never be a problem to him or his people. Thus, the moment after he had heard about 
this large, moving mob coming his way - and found that they were taking prisoners along the way 
- old Djumbundji had requested his own clever-man to contact the enigmatic Clan. 

Right now, he was glad he had, because the passing group below was much larger than he’d 
heard it was - and, they looked ominously set on succeeding at whatever they were doing. 

Watching them pass, he decided that whatever it was, it didn’t bode well for the six youth they 
had captive. They were bound and tied and being forced along: all of which went against the 
respected custom of his people’s Dreaming. This was slavery and it had no part in Heart-rock’s 
Dreamtime Laws: it made him feel sick to his stomach to see such on his land. He watched on, 
becoming more and more angry as they set up camp - openly and unabashed - as if the size of 
their group alone should dismiss the proper ancient Dreaming Laws of all Heart-rock. The 
sickening anger boiled up from his gut into words. 

“Pah! These shameless are in for a shock!” he growled out, shaking with rage that such people 
should attempt to bypass generations of custom and Law on his sacred lands. A starding voice 
from close behind abrupdy dropped him from his watching crouch to the ground, as he spun to 
face the owner that had come up on him as if he were a naiVe child. . . 

Sacrifice 

“These shameless fools are going to sacrifice the youth to the water-beasts, grand-father,” a calm 
warm female voice said. 

“The - what the!” Djumbundji gasped out, jerking in fright as he fell and turned to see a tall 
woman standing behind him: gazing down at the unfamiliar group below and ignoring him 
completely. “You must have heard about the water-beasts? Big hungry sea-creatures that have 
taken several of the local people around this area recendy? Grandfather?” she queried as she turned 
to face him. 

Instead of answering immediately, Djumbundji looked the woman over - and saw a tall, 
unadorned, average-looking woman gazing back - and just as brazenly appraising him. Her cool 
dark eyes looked very calm - almost a little playful as she ignored his body totally and gazed only 
into his eyes; while his bright eyes roamed and stuck on her unusual scarification markings. 
Djumbundji suddenly remembered his request for help: but a woman? And such a woman! he thought 
right then, as he pulled his old eyes back to the amused, beautiful orbs smiling at him as if she 
were used to his reaction. 

“I am Rtapu Rtikarrha - call me Sky,” she told him before her eyes left his and turned toward 
the settling camp below again. 

“You called - we are here, man of years,” she said, dropping to squat beside him - while gesturing 
for him to make himself comfortable. Djumbundji glanced at the woman slyly as he squat down 
beside her - and abrupdy realized that far from being ordinary, the woman with him was really 
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quite stunning. She seemed to have the gift of being able to turn her beauty on and off at will - 
and at present it was turned on, and howl the elder leader thought, suddenly feeling a slight tingle 
in parts that hadn’t tingled for a very long time: still! A woman ? was all he could think. . . 

Warrior woman 

“The Clan uh - sent a woman?” Djumbundji asked amazed, and then cursed himself for speaking 
his thoughts out loud. Then it hit him. “Wait! You are Silent Sky! That’s you isn’t it?” The old man 
asked, suddenly remembering what he’d heard about Rtapu Rdkarrha - and once more, strangely 
feeling the tingle of a long-forgotten pure strong youthful lust, as he tried not to look at the 
woman’s perfect pert breasts right in front of his eyes. The fact that they were pardy covered only 
making his need to see and touch worse yet - and here he was - an elder! One of the elders’ who’d 
requested a Clan warrior to come here. It was severely embarrassing for Djumbundji, although the 
woman didn’t seem to take offence at all at the evident rising lap-cover he wore. In fact, she was 
still smiling broadly when she chin-lipped at his obvious physical attraction. 

“Wah! It just must be lust, makin’ you fit to bust, hard old one,” she said, smiling openly at his 
discomfort. “Especially, seeing that these shameless’ are camped on your shores to sacridce those 
youth down there,” she said, bringing his mind and body back to reality faster than a hit with a 
stick on the head of his painfully hard little-spear. 

“Of course!” he answered quickly without thinking. “No! I mean . . . Wah! I’m so sorry - 1 don’t 
know what has come over me?” Djumbundji mumbled, totally embarrassed at his lack of self- 
control and teen-aged reaction, when there were life and death issues at stake below. 

“Don’t worry grandfather,” the woman said with an impish smile. “It’s the Fethafoot power 
that draws your potency toward female warriors - or so I’ve been told,” she said, winking at him 
and laughing at Iris blushed face. “And uhm, matter-a-fact!” she continued casually, raising one 
thick eyebrow as she flicked another glance down at his embarrassment-, now partially hidden behind 
his hands. “There’s well, always need for a good hard man and besides,” she said, glancing back 
down, “it kind of looks like you could raise a Gunyah with that old thing, eh! It’s quite impressive,” 
she said, raising her brows above knowing eyes, while smiling innocendy at his confused old face. 

When the woman returned her gaze to the stranger’s camp below, old Djumbundji took the 
chance to pull himself together emotionally and literally. He was grateful for her display of 
modesty, but still mentally kicking himself for his sudden lack of focus on the terrible situation 
below. Get yourself together, silly old fool! he castigated himself roundly, as he turned his attention to 
the stranger’s group below. 

“For now though Djumbundji,” she said, straight-faced and serious as she turned back, “we 
need to find out . . . what’s under that lap-cover? And, why it’s so stiff! Poor thing could be dying 
from inattention, or at least in need of a serious going over, eh?” she quizzed him deadpan, while 
pulling several small weapons from various parts of her coverings and laying them down near the 
old man’s spears and Woomera. 

Then, before Djumbundji could close his mouth, she was naked and on top of him on the 
ground. Her svelte firm body and womanly scent were intoxicating and old Djumbundji couldn’t 
have said anything now if he wanted to. This must be the flurry Dreamtime! the old warrior thought 
happily, crushed under the wonderful soft weight of her smooth firm body. She moved her lips to 
his ear, causing his old frame shiver wonderfully. “Can’t move in closer down there until dark - 
and I hate to waste a good, aged, hard little-spear like that, eh? Djumbundji the great!” she 
murmured, laughing at his shocked look even as she spun them over and pulled him down onto 
her silken strong, sweet-scented open and willing body. . . 
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CHAPTER 3 

CONSTRAINED REPAST 


By the time it was dark enough for Silent Sky to move, old Djumbundji was happily 
stupefied, physically and mentally exhausted and wholly sated and, like the young man he had been 
- once again he had sand stuck in the crack of his buttocks and throughout his body hair. The old 
warrior smiled happily at such minor discomforts, just as he had done many years ago in his prime. 
The hardest part of the exquisite afternoon for him had been keeping his groans and sighs down 
and muffled, so the lazy lookouts below didn’t come investigating. Now, as he watched Silent Sky 
move toward the campfires below, he lay back on the sand with his hands pillowing his head and 
his wiry legs splayed on the sand. “Ohrr!” he growled passionately to the sky. “On the spirit of the 
blessed Mother! Take me now, Great Spirit!” he murmured happily and drowsily - eyes closed in 
a pleasurable sanguine bliss as he sank into the sand totally exhausted. . . 

Heroic shock 

Meanwhile, down at the camp, the boy Wanayabuh had been tied to a tree-trunk by his captors, 
along-side the other young prisoners. There was a huge roaring bon-fire on the beach between the 
camp and the ocean that gave flickering light from waves to tree line and all between. The 
temporary campers had built it as soon as they arrived, to enable them to see the shoreline and at 
least some of the area around them as darkness fell. The young captives’ had watched hungrily as 
the camp around them ate and drank, though nothing had been passed their way except for a 
different kind of look - a look involving horrified pity which scared even the bravest one there. 

Young Wanayabuh believed he was that one: the bravest captive there. Already, he was seen as 
the leader of their group, even though two of the other boys were older than him. It was he who’d 
taken the kicks, hits and slaps and continuously defied their captors’ the most - and he was seriously 
proud of it: guilelessly thinking about the fame his proud stand would give him, when this silly 
farce was over. He had even been ‘acting the fool’ when no one was watching: doing it for the 
younger ones, to show them that he wasn’t concerned in the least about these fools and their 
shameless ways. 

So it came as a great and terrible surprise to the young boy, when suddenly the whole active, 
noisy gathering around him suddenly became very quiet - everyone abrupdy looking seaward. It 
was dark down there and all that could be seen were the white horses of the waves, glittering from 
the fire as they rolled in and washed up the sand. Little Wanayabuh had been able to make out 
some of the words and meanings of the dissimilar language that his captors’ spoke during the 
forced journey - and, he’d assumed from this, that there would be some great ceremony and then 
they would find out their fate. And, why this strange cold-hearted, silent group had chosen them. 
But now, as he looked down toward the seashore - to where all of his captors were looking - he 
saw that he was entirely wrong about being the bravest. 

No one , he decided there and then, could be brave, upon seeing this horrific giant insect creature thing 
emerging slowly out of the water down there; where the familiar gentle white horses ran la fly to and fro. It was 
surely no creature that Wanayabuh had ever seen before. Except, if I put two little insects together, he 
thought dazedly to himself. He was frozen in place with his companions, watching mutely as the 
huge insect-like creature escaped the ocean altogether: its large awful outline breaking up the 
gleaming white wave-pattern as the sea ran off its wet black amour-plated body. 

Being tied up and unable to make out the creature properly in the flickering firelight, was the 
worst fear the boy had ever faced in his short life. Wanayabuh was yet to face his initiation to 
manhood, where fear was just another obstacle for a warrior to overcome. He wanted to scream, 
but his throat was too tight, constricted by his fear. He wanted to run, but the bindings that held 
him allowed only the tiniest of movements. He glanced to the others, to see that they too seemed 
silendy mesmerized by the pure unadulterated fear the creature engendered. 
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Once again, he turned and grinned bravely at the young girl beside him; trying to give her some 
comfort as the beast crawled ever closer. But he could smell the bitter physical scent of fear in the 
night air as several hysterically tensed bladders close by let go all at once. Seconds later, a screeching 
hiss came from the creature as the scent from the two-legged kunning-wun’s fear, reached its 
salivating scent glands. It speeded up instantly and Wanayabuh could hear a terrible clicking sound 
emanating from somewhere underneath its nightmarish head as it crawled toward them. . . 

Creeping nightmare 

At that moment, the crowd around him began to ululate loudly together - as in worship - making 
the entire fire-lit scene yet more surreal to the tied captives. As the creature moved out of the sea 
toward the fire across the dryer whispering sand, the crowd that brought them here began to sway 
feverishly to their own awful rhythm. Wanayabuh watched in dumb awe, hands tied above his 
head and unable even to speak as the thing suddenly scutded closer very quickly and the flaming 
beach firelight showed him still more of its terrible form. The insects’ that he’d immediately 
thought of, on first sight, were a Scorpion and a Centipede and this thing looked like a mixture of the 
two - yet it could obviously live under-water and it was gigantic: probably three times the size of 
the largest Dugong ever seen. 

As it moved past the huge fire, the creature threw back its great shiny-black head, shaking it 
violently and sending slime, salt spray and sea-weed out from itself like a diver-bird shaking water 
off it’s feathers. This was no bird though, the boy thought, this - thing - was a perfect merciless monster, 
straight from some terrifying fiend's worst nightmare, as far as he was concerned. 

Wanayabuh turned his head, looking for the young girl that he’d so foolishly been showing off 
to - while optimistically awaiting rescue from either his or her tribes, perhaps both - had been his 
fantasy. The girl was gone! He peered around and spotted her small, freed form moving swiftly 
away with a tall figure; a woman he was sure. Then, hearing the creature’s approach close behind, 
Wanayabuh turned quickly - to see one of the creature’s huge insect-like claws’ swinging straight 
at him. His wrists and neck were tied to the tree above his head and all he had left to fight or 
protect him were his feet. He kicked out hard at the huge, pincer-like serrated claw, finally finding 
his voice again as he screamed out his terrified defiance with his only possible reaction. The boy 
felt a sharp stinging pain on his leg before he was jerked up and away from the tree like a toy, until 
the twine binding his hands and tied tightly around his neck stopped his momentum. 

He fell back to the sand with a heavy thump - and immediately tried to rise to get away, though 
shockingly, young Wanayabuh found that one of his legs was no longer there below the knee: the 
one he’d kicked out with - and he fell down again shocked to instant dumb numbness. From the 
ground where he lay, feeling weaker than he’d ever felt before, the horrified boy saw his leg - lying 
by itself on the sand under one of the creature’s many legs. Then a numb sense of disbelief took 
him over - and away from the horrific reality of what was happening here - to him - now. 

From the ground where he lay - accepting his only possible fate and already singing his death 
song - Wanayabuh saw the creature reach out with one of those great black, shiny-wet claws and 
almost gently, sever the body of another shocked tied captive neady in half. He heard the crunch 
of bones breaking and the wet tearing of flesh: even the awful sounds of the gushing spurts of 
blood as the youth’s body literally fell apart between the huge, serrated claws. . . 

Great Spirit take me home 

He looked up torpidly and saw the many redecting black eyes of the creature, swiveling to watch 
everywhere at once as it used its claws to drag the limp, ragged body pieces back in under itself, 
where the other small, flipper -like legs caught them - and sucked them further in underneath the 
shiny-black carapace of its head: it was those flipper things that were making the clicking sounds 
he’d heard. 

The dying boy watched in horror, still hearing the terrible chanting worship of the group who’d 
captured him echoing around him - as one of the long claws returned and picked up his shattered 
bloodless leg and began to draw it back in underneath its body. Wanayabuh watched incredulously 
as his leg disappeared into the disgusting fleshy, wriggling, worm-like flippers at the front of its 
insectile body. 

Then both claws swung toward him, as the thing came back for the rest of him: dead or alive. 
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“But, I’m not dead yet! Please! Great Spirit! Take me now!” Wanayabuh whispered weakly as 
his strength and life-blood ran out from his raw torn thigh. He felt the claw grasp him and he 
jerked in shock as the pincers closed gendy into his flesh. As it began to lift and drag him back 
toward those hungry life-like flippers, the boy pleaded silently, desperately for death to take him. 
At that moment - an instant before his shoulders dislocated and the creature’s strength broke his 
body or bindings - young Wanayabuh heard a unique, familiar whizzing sound coming: and then 
his life-light went as dark as his sight; sound faded, even as the claws released his loose body to 
the flipper-legs, to take him underneath to where the thing carried its grisly bounty. 

“Good-bye little brother - you were as brave as any Clan warrior - anywhere and anytime,” 
Silent Sky said, as she put away her other throwing stones. There was nothing to be done for the 
boy - except as she’d done. The stone giving him release from the horror and a quick death, rather 
then be taken alive into the belly of the creature as it moved back into the water: to suffocate or 
drown in the darkness of its belly. 

Now she turned to the young girl she’d saved, while keeping an eye on the crowd - and the 
great sea-creature, as it crawled slowly back down past the fire - slowed now by its heavy load of 
fresh body parts. 

Moving quiedy away with her small treasure, Silent Sky paused as her small charge tugged at 
her hand until she had gained her attention. The warrior led them into an area of deep shadow at 
the bottom of the dune that ran along the beach and knelt to see what the girl needed so badly. 

“Thank-you great warrior,” she said and chin-lipped tearfully back at where they’d come from. 
However, it was not for her that she’d needed to thank her savior immediately. The brave boy that 
died so awfully had kept her heart from stopping altogether at the sight of that beast. “I know that 
brave boy’s spirit will have a chance to find his Dreaming path now - his final moments not of 
horror - as they would have been, had you not thrown so straight and true,” young Panrtira-pache 
said earnesdy to her adult companion: the tall woman that was shaking pale with anger at being 
unable to stop the other shameless-caused deaths. . . 
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CHAPTER 4 

TH6 CLAN AT WORK. 


“I don’t think they’ve missed you yet - we may be lucky porun,” Silent Sky told the girl, still angry 
with herself for not moving sooner. Having to watch the big, stupid, simple creature kill all but 
this child, was anathema to her Clan principles and her own ingrained instinct. But this gathering 
was large and needed careful handling, if she were to stop this wicked ritual altogether. The poor 
boy Wanayabuh, had not been the only one surprised at the speed and lack of ceremony, with 
which this group sacrificed their captors. For now though, she had to get the girl to safety - and 
let her, and Djumbundji’s people know what had happened here: on their own sacred lands. 

And they would not be happy-carers, she knew well. If she couldn’t stop this slaughter and the 
sacrifices - it would be war - and many more would die, and perhaps become yet more food for 
the creature now that it had a taste for human flesh: thanks to someone in this crowd here , Silent Sky 
assumed. 

While the majority of the gathering were still swaying chanting and worshipping the huge sea- 
creature’s lethargic departure, the woman quickly moved the young girl away from the darkening 
beach and up the dune, toward the old man who had called for help from her Clan. As she moved 
slowly past the crowd, Silent Sky saw that most of the gathering was in some type of frenzy - 
brought on by some strong substance. More than likely Pituri and the crushed, poisonous desert- 
beetle from near the Heart-rock, Uluru - she was confident; wondering immediately, who had been 
supplying the rare mixture. To her well-trained eye, it was a simple task to determine the drug used 
from its affects here in this crowd. The fluttering eyes, shivering limbs and the dumb look on most 
faces they slid past - said that it was that familiar mix of these Clan-used, well-known substances 
and their mind-bending affects that drove this frenzy. . . 

Drugged-up, shit-cragy sea-creature worshippers 

As they reached the top of the dune and the tree-cover there, Silent Sky saw that Djumbundji was 
there still and stretched flat, obviously having witnessed at least some of the terrible scene below. 
Thus, when he heard movement coming toward him, he stayed down low to the ground until he 
saw whom it was. When he saw it was Silent Sky who stepped out from the darkness, the old man 
quiedy exploded. 

“Buryldandji-gneemul! Are they all totally goonung-womba!” he whispered furiously, which 
she’d translated as: Holy shit! and, are they all shit for brains! "the grinned at the old fellow’s exclamation 
despite the circumstances. Then the wild-eyed elder saw the young girl with her and he 
transformed from angry warrior to loving grandfather in the blink of an eye. 

“Ohrr! Come! Come here, my poor girl!” he said immediately and warmly, as he knelt to the 
shivering young girl that had come back with the strange wonderful warrior-woman. He got the 
child to sit and wrapped her in his own skins - then gave her water from his coconut-shell drinking 
container, which she sucked and gulped before remembering her manners and offering Silent Sky 
some of the same. The girl was well brought up they could see. 

“Yes, Djumbundji,” Sky finally answered between dainty swallows, “they’re proper kukka-crazy 
alright!” she agreed and handed the water back to the girl who sucked out more, before sagging 
wearily into the old man’s bony lap as they talked. 

“But someone’s feeding them these blatant lies about the creature - and supplying the whole 
crowd with a substance that is hard to get - and harder to make,” she told him, squatting again. 
She took another few sips from the gourd as the elder rubbed the shocked girl’s back and arms to 
warm her frail quivering form. 

“Take the girl to her people - and ask your mob, and hers - to come here early-part in the 
morning, eh?” she said, looking back down at the quieting camp on the beach below. “I must 
determine who’s leading this new following - and, who’s making the powder for the drink that 
keeps it all going eh?” she explained. 
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“All good ideas! Yes!” old Djumbundji said nodding furiously, before glancing at her nervously 
as he leant in to speak quiedy. “And - and - ugh, I’ll come back tonight? Rtapu Rtikarrha? Uhm? 
You-know? Just in case you need me - ugh - uhm ... I mean - in case I’m needed? Ohrr! Djumba- 
guurdung-dinni-gudjya!” the elder cursed his shy lips and twisted tongue, while looking a little 
surprised at his own boldness in even bringing it up. But the woman Silent Sky only laughed at his 
uneasiness, as she too rubbed the young girl’s body to comfort. 

“My tasks won’t take up all of the night, old man of surprises,” she told him, her smile a 
promise, while looking into his eyes: as if she weren’t about to go sneaking - and Great-spirit only, knew 
what else? Into the middle of a gathering of drugged-up, shit-cray, sea-creature worshippers that sacrifice children! 
The old fellow mused, but kept his thoughts to himself. Djumbundji shook his head to clear it 
from those thoughts and from this afternoon’s sweet delights. 

“I’ll bring food,” he told her: just thinkingpracticallylhs. excused himself with, as he began to lead 
the young girl carefully down the side of the dune and back toward his own camp and people. . . 

Silent spy 

Rtapu Rtikarrha watched them leave, giving the older man a bold wink when he turned for a final 
glance, just for the fun of seeing the wiry old fellow blush again. Then she flit down the side of 
the steep sand dune so lightly that her moving form didn’t cause the loose sand to move at all. She 
had earned the Clan name of Silent Sky, and she moved like her namesake; gliding rapidly down 
the dune, across the dark beach and straight through the quiet camp; direcdy toward the largest 
Gunyah. The fire on the beach was out and several small night-fires spluttered and smoked 
between the shelters under the trees where they had chosen to camp. The larger Gunyah alone 
had a flicker of flame underneath its thick shelter of leaves and branches. 

Strangely, there were no guards, and if this mob had dogs with them - they must be inside with 
them, asleep. Not that dogs would concern a Fethafoot of her caliber; all animals were simply 
another of the Mother’s allies to any soft-foot warrior. As she reached the big Gunyah, Sky stay 
concealed within the shadows of their fire, moving carefully behind the tree-trunks, which they 
had set up beneath for shade. She moved around the dwelling, passing silenfiy between two other 
sleeping Gunyahs to get her bearings, and then moved swiftly across to the occupied shelter’s 
blind side. From there, she crawled in closer toward the backs of the murmuring flickering figures: 
close enough see them and listen to their talk. She steadied her breathing, centered her power and 
slowly raised her eyes over the big dead log that someone had been using for a back-rest. . . 
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CHAPTER 5 

A 'CL6V6R' WOMAN 


There were three men - and a wizened older woman - all sitting cross-legged around a small, 
banked fire in the large open-walled shelter. Strangely, it was the old prune-faced woman doing 
the speaking. Sky realized quickly that the men with her stank to high heaven - and they were 
revoltingly filthy. The old woman however, seemed to be immune to the rank scent that almost 
made Sky gag from where she was. From the way she spoke to them, it was clear this was their 
leader. 

“We are becoming stronger - more powerful every day, my friends,” she boasted proudly. 
Although - the warrior noted - at least one of her company definitely wasn’t sharing her cackling 
confidence - and he said as much. 

“I still say we should have asked for permissions to cross the lands here; the proper way! We 
could have lied about what we were doing!” he said gruffly, before continuing. “Now we will have 
to stand against the local Clan. Maybe the whole Tribe! They cannot have missed our large group 
crossing their lands, stupid old woman!” he snapped at her angrily. The man was twitching 
uncontrollably and he couldn’t hold his anger in. “They would know by now, all about our 
sacrifices. And what do we do when they arrive, ready for war in the morning? You old Witch! 
What do we do then, eh?” he snapped at her as he grabbed handfuls of sand and threw it up in 
the air in frustration. “Fly away with your pet Crow, eh?” he said contemptuously, while flapping 
his arms like they were wings. 

Apart from throwing a look of contempt and scorn at the fellow - the old woman’s instant 
response was to suddenly blow some kind of dust from her open hand, across the fire at the man’s 
face. The affect was immediate and successful. The man’s eyes rolled into his head and he abrupdy 
became zombie-like. Wet mud - to be shaped as the old clever-woman saw fit, the secret watcher saw. She 
certainly knows her herbs and spices / the warrior mused with some respect. However, that small acclaim 
blew away like white ash from the fire at her next command. 

“Come! Come to me - and lick at my body like the good pet you are, worm,” the woman bade 
the man boldly - and Silent Sky watched as the man did exacdy as bid. He literally frog-crawled 
across the space between them, keening at the woman as he lowered his head and began to lick 
greedily at her bare, hairy legs. 

“I chose you men because you wanted power!” the old woman said bluntly to the remaining 
two, who were watching their groveling companion, with what looked like envy. At that moment, 
Silent Sky almost gave herself away. She forced down a chortle as she saw that the pair were 
becoming sexually excited at the sight of their companion groveling his way up the old woman’s 
legs. The poor drug-affected fellow was licking and sniffing at her legs and thighs like a dog on 
heat, and mimicking that creature’s four-footed posture. . . 

‘Sung’ by strong base magic 

“Power has to be taken - you old fools! No-one will give you power - I alone can give you the 
authority you want - but in turn, you must worship me - even as the others worship the creature I 
can bring forth,” she told the men. Behind the log, Silent Sky grinned. This old clever-woman has Sung 
these stupid men, she realized. Which means, they ‘saw’ her as the absolute completion of their own 
carnal desires - and, the old witch was using powerful doses of medicine men’s mixtures to hold 
them in thrall. They would do anything for her - and the proof of that was disgustingly right in 
front of her, as the three grown men fought like dogs to lap at her secret place: between her loose- 
skinned, wrinkled old hairy thighs. Through these licentious fools, plus the strong medicinal 
preparations and the beast she called up, this crazy old woman controlled the whole group. 

Silent Sky knew enough to plan something to stop this now, but as she turned to leave, she 
heard her family name called out and she paused: frozen in place and hardly daring to breathe. 
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“Rtapu Rtikarrha!” the old woman’s dry voice called out into the darkness. Silent Sky swung 
slowly back to face her. 

“Don’t go! Come!” she said, and giggled hysterically. “I know you want to spread those long 
legs, little shameless bitch! I can smell your lust for fucking from here, you wet-holed soft-foot 
slut!” her raspy voice called. “Come closer; enjoy these filthy lick-lick male dogs with me? It has 
been so long since I met anyone with real power - and a woman too!” the old witch coughed out 
gutturally. She stared hungrily straight into Silent Sky’s eyes and lewdly ground her bare open hair- 
covered pelvis against the three men’s pushing battling faces. 

With the element of surprise departed, Silent Sky spoke, although she didn’t show herself; only 
her voice floated toward the woman and her pets. Sky wasn’t going to give this cunning old woman 
a target, even at this distance away, she cautioned herself. She ‘threw’ her voice, so that it seemed to 
come from a different place, but the old woman’s eyes never faltered from her real position. 

“I just need to know why you are doing this? Against our people and the sacred Law, old 
woman: that is my burning need at present; no matter what you think you know, old one,” she 
said, her voice flat and cold. Sky grinned a flash of white teeth at the very aware and powerful old 
woman gazing curiously at her dark form: while her pets yet snuffled lapped and fought for the 
best spot between her open legs. If old woman she actually was ? the warrior had begun to contemplate. 
The old witch-woman suddenly stiffened, ignoring the slaves at her lap as her face became serious 
and lethal with her very real powers. When nothing else came from the soft-foot warrior-woman, 
a bright flash of anger crept out from the old woman’s deep-set black eyes. It swept out across her 
fire-lit features, twisting her mouth into a grimacing flat line as she glared into the darkness that 
hid the upstart Clan interrogator. 

“You haughty soft-foot go too far! Arrogant Kadaitcha bitch!” the wrinkled old woman snarled. 
Without warning, or any signal Silent Sky saw, the witch-woman suddenly sent the three men 
straight at her. They crossed the space between them fast and low on all fours, growling and 
snapping as they attacked like a dog pack. Silent Sky’s dark form shimmered, and then abrupdy 
appeared directly in front of the old woman, causing her to start wide-eyed and step backward 
quickly. Behind the calm-faced warrior- woman - suddenly examining her intendy, with not the 
slightest indication of fear in her cold dark eyes - her slave-pets lay either unconscious or dead: 
useless to her anyhow. 

The old clever-woman immediately reached out to her strange visitor, her palm up and fiat in 
an open gesture between them, as if she were merely judging her form to be real or not. Although, 
Sky knew it was merely a slight of hand, used to blow the same dust that she used so successfully 
on her human pets. Now she was about to blow it straight into this overconfident warrior’s smiling 
face. But even as she drew breath to blow it at her unwelcome visitor, the Fethafoot’s hand struck 
her own at speed and at an angle that caused her hand to slap her own face; dowsing her in her 
own concoction. 

The old clever-woman held her breath and began wiping the mixture from her head and 
shoulders: before it slid through her skin into her bloodstream - it was that potent. Sky watched 
and grinned - but it was a feral grin that didn’t reach her old, serious eyes at all. When the warrior- 
woman spoke casually - as if nothing of consequence had happened - the old woman’s eyes opened 
even wider. 

“Save your gammin display of power for your judgment - silly old thing,” Silent Sky told her, 
staring directly into the woman’s eyes. Then she let her hands fall to her side, ignoring any threat 
the old woman might try and use on her. Seeing the instant shock, Silent Sky grinned that same 
feral grin; knowing she had created the first seed of doubt in this ‘being’s’ knowledge of the world 
it was in. 

This ‘thing’ was a being - not some old woman who ’d learned a few magic and herb tricks. Silent Sky was 
sure now; having looked deeply into her eyes. In that short moment of scrutiny, Sky also perceived 
that the being in the old woman’s form was over-confident of its power against the language- 
creatures. It had never come up against the Fethafoot power of the Great Spirit and of The Mother 
herself. The very heart of the Clan’s powers and available anytime and everywhere across her living 
thick warm skin. The being controlling the old woman had read her wrongly, as Sky wished. Her 
confidence was not of herself and her lifetime of training: it was these two foundations of creation 
that she and the Clan had relied upon: since the Dreamtime became this wonderful tangible Heart- 
rock Dreaming. . . 
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CHAPTER 6 

... BV THE SWORD ... 


Silent Sky faced the witch-woman calmly and spoke lighdy, as if she were merely amused, though 
she was veiling every other emotion from the woman’s sensitive awareness, which physically 
tickled at her skin as the old woman attempted to find any tiny weakness in the Clan ‘dupe’. Sky 
shrugged it off casually, searching the old woman’s wild eyes with real curiosity. “You gather all 
that knowledge, all that skill and power - and you make slaves, sacrifice children and uhm, have 
lotsa’ wild group sex, eh aunty?” she mocked, purposely knocking the old one off balance for a 
moment - and then keeping her there, by changing her tone and subject as she continued. 

“Hey! Sister-girl! Don’t get me wrong!” she exclaimed, and thumped the woman’s shoulder 
companionably, rocking the woman back on her heels again. “Not that I don’t mind wild sex! Ya 
wild old thing!” she said with a wry smile. “But as for the other two things you seem to enjoy? 
Well . . . let’s just say that you’ve drawn the attention of some, ahh? Older beings than you, eh?” 
the warrior explained, before gendy reaching out to touch the old woman’s curious, stunned and 
wrinkled forehead. 

The old woman-entity was clearly shocked. No one had been able to touch her physically for 
a very, very long time and yet, this casual female warrior had breached her powerful defenses as if 
they weren’t there. Her personal dark aura of protection, fuelled by sacrificial blood, dark 
ceremony and the lives of many innocents, had killed attackers before: blown them backward away 
from her, frequendy causing death by itself. And now - with the warrior’s touch - instead of her 
powerful protection striking out or casting her away, there came a new sight and the old woman 
screamed as much from shock as genuine fear at what she could now ‘see’ was with her. 

At the blood-curdling scream in the night, the entire camp began to come to life around them. 
Adults immediately, began throwing more wood on their fire to enable them to see what was 
happening and, what that awful scream portended. The old woman’s scream had woken all but 
the heaviest of sleepers - those who were still too full of the old witch’s substance to rise from 
their torpor. 

However, the small crowd that quickly formed around her saw that their old witch-woman 
leader was talking to someone or something that only she could see: and, that she seemed to be 
proper scared. This unusual occurrence caused a dread murmur to move through the crowd. No 
one from this group had ever seen her scared - even of the terrifying sea-creature itself. The fearful 
murmuring rose to dire exclamations, as their pitiless bullying leader sank to her knees weeping: 
just like any normal human woman. Gone was the mystical powerful clever-woman that had 
mastered the beast and led them here with promises of power over all these lands and the people. 
At this moment, the dangerous old clever-woman seemed to be frozen to utter stillness. . . 

Know you your name ? 

Meanwhile, the cunning old carnal being using the crone’s old body, suddenly found itself standing 
naked; in its true form and on a slightly swaying bridge of sorts. The shocking form the soft-foot 
bitch had taken on was gone: but it sensed it was not alone here. It could feel the heavy pulsing 
vibrations of a being of awful raw power close to hand, though nothing but the strange swaying 
path was visible. When a voice spoke from close by it started visibly, though the words were soft 
and warm at first. 

“Poor thing,” it said, in what sounded like solace. “You are lost then?” it queried and continued 
immediately. “That is why you waste your time and their lives with lusts of the flesh, is it not?” the 
warm sounding disembodied voice queried. At that warm tone, the being let go of the shameful 
fear it had shown the cursed Fethafoot and grasped tightly to the empathy it could hear in this 
new voice. 

“Yes! Yes! That is so, mysterious and powerful one!” it agreed. “I have been lost — alone for a 
very long time!” it answered sibilantly; a tiny ray of hope creeping back into its voice at the empathy 
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in the other, which it still couldn’t see in this dim space and magic-slowed time. Underfoot, the 
bridge moved slighdy when the voice responded. 

“Know you your name, and your proper place in time?” it queried, and once again, answered 
the query: by speaking the being’s secret, ages-old true name. 

“M’kardja A-oso’oth - bastard spawn of the night terrors,” the voice with it said softiy and 
surely. To M’kardja, the speaking of its name was like being punched hard, and the shocked being 
found itself on its knees for the second time in moments. And worse yet, under the spell of the 
one that spoke its true name. This ‘flaw’ came along with the powers it had gathered over long 
years. There was a always price to pay for gaining magical power, and in this case, only the few 
trusted inner-most ‘family’ should have known its real name: kept a secret since it was spawned. 

Then M’kardja found that not only was it under this powerful being’s spell; and at its mercy, 
but the soft-spoken ‘naming’ had abrupdy brought with it spontaneous visions of sweet pain and 
red-tinged terror. Dragged back from its time among the many stupid human herds that M’kardj 
had lived on and played with, for a thousand or more of the language-creature’s years. As visions 
of these sweet memories replayed themselves, yet more of M’kardja’s true shameless character 
spewed out in a resurgent rush of overwhelming blood-red passion. 

“Yesss!” it hissed, almost swooning at the sights and sounds of the visions; somehow magically 
dragged from the past to reveal the secrets of its long existence on Heart-rock and other lands 
before that. M’kardja became immediately ecstatic and pride provoked words from its red-misted 
thoughts. 

“Sacrifices of warm bloodsss and soul-searing screams! Yesss! Ahh ...” it sighed and began to 
drool. “Ohrr! Those arousing juices of their so sweet superstitious fearsss! And that perfect scent 
of terror, when they realized I was not what I claimed to be!” the thing called M’kardja boasted 
ardently. Here, in this place, M’kardja found it couldn’t stop from affirming the details of the 
visions; the bloody carnal memories fastened to the sights and sounds were coming on far too 
powerfully to stay silent. The terrible hunger for that former well-sated indulgence burst out of its 
own accord. 

“Ohrr!” M’kardja suddenly howled in a red mist of perverted lust at the vision of it fucking as 
both male and female appeared. “Wah! Those freely-given man seed and their dead-meat scented, 
frail warm soft flesh with such sweet, ssssweet crackling bones!” M’kardja hissed passionately. As 
more visual memories arrived to help it remember more of its long trail of bloodthirsty endeavours 

- each necessary to gain the powers to manifest itself into the malleable, language-creature’s realm 

- the base creature was unable to stop the depths of pure joy from exploding out as a tormented 
cry of deep pleasure. 

M’kardja’s rapture came also from pride at the pitiless tirade of deception it had used against 
its many language-creature victims: before leading them on to a degrading self-destruction. It was 
all too easy ! They were so child-like and gullible, to an old one like itself; one with tangible powers 
that could be shown to the gullible fools. M’kardja felt a sudden kinship with the powerful being 
revealing the bloody past it had lived to get to here. They were both important and powerful 
beings. In the big scheme of things, they were placed high up above the poor flesh and blood 
creatures in life and longevity. M’kardja voiced those thoughts, as if to an equal. 

“They are weak! Full of greed! The old witch I now ‘wear’, gave herself willingly for power, to 
use in a life that she will never see again,” it boasted. “They are vermin, bred here for those like us 
to use as we see fit!” it said into the silence, suddenly convinced that this soft speaking powerful 
being was a like-minded entity; that they were on the same side. “They are our bounty, our 
blessings - yesss!” it hissed sensuously, looking for agreement from the voice. When there was still 
no response, M’kardja continued into the hollow silence of this strange place. “Weak puny frames, 
with weak puny minds; while we are strong and . . . Wah!” it cried mid-sentence; the boast cut off 
as the path beneath it moved indolently and tumbled the old spirit to its surface like an insignificant 
wind-blown leaf. 

Finally, the other’s voice spoke and its voice - now sibilant and menacing - reverberated 
violently through the space they were in, hurling M’kardja flat and clinging to the rippling skin -like 
surface, or be heaved off and over the writhing pathway. M’kardja felt a strange emotion rise up 
from somewhere deep within; a place kept hidden and shrouded, but then realized with shock that 
it was fear. Abruptly everything got worse for M’kardja - much worse. 
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“Wah! Shameless evil ignorant thing!” the voice said, as the path beside M’kardja stood and 
rose up into an amorphous shape and then spoke. Suddenly, M’kardja realized where they were 
and, what it had ignorandy been thinking of as an equal. The soft-foot bitch had not been lying 
when she said that older beings had taken sharp notice of its works. The voice was now flat: 
uncompromising - righteous - critical. 

“Your venomous words are anathema to us - you know not even where you stand; ignorant 
filth.” it lashed him with. 

“You and the foolish woman you inhabit have been judged - and found wanting. Know you 
now those terrors you inflict so easily and joyfully, before we meet again, M’kardj-aos-soth,” it 
uttered with such vigorous force that the words and naming tumbled M’kardja from the Rainbow 
Serpent’s space and time into its chosen body and space and time. . . 
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CHAPTER 7 

VOVR P6T RETURNS 


In the world of flesh and blood - in Heart-rock, on the beach where the sacrifices had taken place 
- something large and sinister moved down at the water’s starlit washing edges. In the center of 
the growing crowd of onlookers, the old clever-woman’s body shuddered as M’kardja’s dark spirit 
quickened it again. Moving as one entity, the stunned crowd gathered around her suddenly turned 
their attention from their leader’s movements to the larger, shadowed movements where water 
met land. The beast had returned, but the formerly willing followers now quickly began to shuffle 
back away, leaving the old woman’s bent form kneeling alone on the cool gritty sand underfoot. 

The large whispering creature had returned to a powerful and unchallengeable call of nature, 
and seeing the activity further up the beach, it left its fluid liquid home and scutded straight toward 
the familiar kunning-wun that offered such easy meals. On this visit however, it was not alone. At 
the water’s edge, several miniature replicas sat half-in, half-out of the tumbling waves - chirping 
and clicking impatientiy — scenting fresh-meat and waiting. 

Her part done, Silent Sky moved back with the crowd, keeping one eye on the unique beast as 
it scutded over the sand toward the old woman. The warrior grimaced, knowing well that the old 
spirit, which the greedy thing had met with, had risen in outraged authority and awarded judgment 
on M’kardja’s and its host’s, constant shameless acts. But what made Sky shiver was the knowledge 
that judgment from that entity always carried a harsh penalty; usually aligned practically with the 
crime. 

Silent Sky watched on forlornly: instinctively discerning that these followers were about to get 
a lesson they deserved. One they would find hard to forget. However, instead of going straight for 
the fresh-meat supplier, the creature scuttled across to where the three almost forgotten, 
unconscious men-pets lay yet dazed. Unfortunately for them, they were just now waking from her 
powerful knockout magic. It was to be a harsh lesson indeed, the Fethafoot mused wearily. The scuttling 
creature reached the men and stood over their supine forms at full alert, as if daring one or all to 
run. It need not have worried. They were frozen to the ground with fear at the monstrosity 
towering above them. 

Every man woman and child awake, heard the horrifying muffled screams as the sea-creature 
crawled over them - and then settled its great body down onto their wriggling terrified forms. A 
few moments later, the muffled cries stopped and when it rose, the men were gone - sucked up 
into the wet fleshy silence of its under-body and held there by those half-sentient flipper-legs: yet 
more food for the twittering babies clicking and cavorting excitedly down where their great 
motherland lapped at the shoreline. 

Meanwhile, M’kardja and the old witch-woman were semi-conscious and equally aware of their 
world again. Both shameless had seen the men’s grisly fate. They could still hear muffled pleading 
coming from under her wild pet’s great body. As it turned to them, their fear-tightened bladder let 
go, though they didn’t notice the warmth between their legs, or even the strong bitter scent it 
carried. Both stared fearfully at the beast they had trained so well; looking querulously for any sign 
of its intentions. Running away was out of the question: this beast could move faster than any 
flesh and bone body over a short distance. They knew that fact from first-hand experience of 
watching captives try to outrun the beast on flat land. 

At that moment, an impossible echo of their own hysterical laughter - drawn from the last time 
this beast had caught and chopped down a runaway - sounded softly around them: reminding 
them and their followers of the futility of attempted escape once the beast had you in its sights. 

Both knew it was too far to the tree line and safety from where they were - and anyway, both 
guilty parties were it seemed, frozen into this fateful hanging moment of time. They could do 
nothing but watch as the inexorable hand of fate moved the creature toward them, until the shiny- 
smooth black-armored head, with its two pair of close-set eyes was looking down at them: gazing 
with the same indifferent insectile regard that it had shown when taking the many sacrifices they 
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had provided. The beast chittered at her, its awful hard-shelled mouth frothing as it spoke, and then 
turned its big triangular-shaped head sideways, almost questioning ly, it seemed to the Fethafoot. 

Silent Sky turned away, wishing it were over already: instinctively understanding that this 
shameless pair would indeed gain first-hand knowledge of the terror and pain given to other victims, 
before their own spark was drowned or slipped away. However, what followed was much worse 
than she could have imagined. . . 

Basic instincts 

Silent Sky heard the former slaver scream from deep down in her gut, and when she turned, she 
saw the woman being lifted bodily through the air by the creature’s two huge front pincer-claws. 
Worse yet - if that could possibly be said in this instance - it carried her gently, almost reverendy 
to the front of that monstrous head. Sky watched on holding her breath; involuntarily mesmerized 
by equal amounts of horror and revulsion, as the old woman’s feebly kicking body was eased to 
just underneath the clicking mandibles that had emerged from its frothing open maw. Then it 
maneuvered her body around gendy, until she was feet first to its head. Sky turned away again, not 
at all wanting to see the beast eat her adversary alive. But then, several disconcerting groans of 
utter disbelief from the victim, and from the crowd, drew her eyes back toward the disturbing wet 
sounds emanating from the scene of the Hard-law judgment, being enacted here and now. 

The sea-creature had twisted its long segmented tail around to curl back beside it's armor-plated 
head and torso, as it held her spread-eagled off the ground in its long sharp claws. From one of 
the tail segments, a huge white glistening appendage appeared. It slid out and across to the woman 
- tasting or feeling the body with the dribbling, trembling, thick-veined organ. Wherever it went, 
it left a trail of the clear slime that covered its length and breadth. Silent Sky turned away once 
more, and again, her obligation to the Clan opened and drew her eyes back to the surreal scene lit 
by the stars and firelight. 

The slug-like, blind appendage suddenly slid unerringly for her open thighs - causing the 
crucified woman to scream aloud in terror again. This time though, the creature screamed with 
her and its primal scream of triumph and rage for survival, surpassed every other sound around. 
Most of the crowd was on their knees from the physical impact of that awful inhuman screech of 
triumph. The creature pulled her body hard against its colossal organ and quickly passed on its hot 
thick sperm to the inside of the wet and warm, blood-filled body it held captive. 

Having been unable to not look away, Silent Sky reasoned that this simple sea-creature would 
now find a way to put a female’s eggs inside with its sperm - and then, use the woman’s body to 
birth and keep its young alive until they were old enough to feed themselves. It had to be that! Sky 
thought and shivered again. ‘Any ’ other reason, didn ’/ bear thinking about, her practical mind explained, 
as the shuffling of many feet brought her back to solid ground. 

When she glanced around her, she saw the clever-woman’s former followers had abrupdy 
disappeared into the night. Superstitious they may be about moving at night, in a strange Dreaming 
land, full of unknown spirits. But to stay here would have been even more foolish - and, they had 
already been shown to be foolish enough in following the woman’s strange orders and away from 
their peoples’ Dreaming Laws. 

Every single thing they brought with them had left again with their shrewd fast exodus. The 
former large sprawling campsite was stripped as bare as the former drugged minds of the panicked 
followers. Tonight and tomorrow, the story they carried would tell of how the powerful and 
dangerous black magic that had kept them inline and spellbound had gone awry. It had come back 
at the old witch wielding it with disastrous results. Three of their adult warriors would never return 
home. The lesson had been carved deep into their hearts and minds. 

Silent Sky didn’t blame them for running in the least. In fact, her own strong legs were currendy 
trying to force her away from the beach scene from hell. Although she was the Clan’s witness, and 
thus obligated to see the end of her mission and the sentence carried out. 

The shameless body with the once-powerful entity trapped inside would not last long 
underwater, she understood. That thought; of being held alive in that awful embrace to drown or 
worse, was more than Silent Sky ever wished to imagine. Her obligation completed, Sky turned 
away from the specter of the hard death: turned away both physically and mentally. She let go of 
her astute warrior vigilance, though the petite empathy she felt for such a death - no matter the 
circumstances - remained stuck in her throat. 


16 



Silent Sky — Vemulwuy Weeatunga 


The starlight revealed that Silent Sky had faded along with her purpose. Rtapu Rtikarrha 
walked the beach, looking forward fondly to seeing the old normal warrior again - and perhaps 
regaining her frayed sanity and humanity, somewhere in his strong old caring arms, for a little while 
at least. . . 

One big happy family 

As she left the beach and moved into the dunes, the great insect-like sea-creature - loaded down 
with fresh meat and a still yet-living egg-holder - also turned homeward. It called to its young and 
began scuttling slowly toward its ever-changing mother country and the comforting fluid darkness 
of its watery depths. Its smaller replicates came nervously out to meet it when it was halfway to 
the swishing waves. They grouped around and chittered happily as they fell and tumbled one over 
the other - so excited were they at the inviting, still-living scent of warm flesh and blood that 
permeated the creature’s huge body - and of which, they would soon partake. . . 

The end 


Silent Sky is a free book from Vemuhvuy Weeatunga, the author of The Fethafoot Chronicles series. 
Visit http://www.thefethafootchronicles.com.au to leant more. 
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